7 be mofl lamentable TtAgt&ie 

For thefe, Tribunes, in the duft I write 
My harts cieepe languor* and my foules fad teares.* 

Let my teares ftanch the earths drie appetite. 

My {onnesfweet blood, will make it fhameandblufhs 
O earth, I will befriend thtemore with raine 
That {hall diftillfirom thefe twoar cient ruines, 

Then yourhfull Aprill fliall with all his fhowres. 

In Summers drought, He drop vpon thee ftill, 

In Winter with warmc teares lie melt the fnow, 
Andkecpe eternallfpringtimcon thy face, 

So thourefufeto drinkc my deerefonnes blood. 

Enter Lucius ^ with his weapon drawne. 

Oh renerent Tribunes, oh gentle aged men, 

Vnbinde my fonnes,rcuerfe the doomc of death* 

And let me fay (that neuer wept before) 

My teares are now preuailingOratours. 

Lucius. Oh noble father you lament in vaine. 

The Tribunes heare you not, no man is by. 

And you recount your forrowes toaflone. 

Titus. Ah Lucius for thy brothers let me plead, 

Graue Tribunes-jOnce more I intre at ofyou. 

Luctus, My gracious Lord, no T ribrne hearts you fpeak. 
Titus. Why tis no matter man, ifthey did heare 
They would not marke me, or it they did raarke. 

All bootlcflevnto them. 

Therefore I tell my forrowes booties to the Hones, 

Who though they cannot anfwere my diftreffe. 

Yet in tome fort they are better then the Tribunes, 

For that they will not intercept iny talc : 

When I doe wecpe,they humbly at my fecte, 

Reoeiuc my teares, and feenre to weepc with me. 

And were they but atthed in graue weedcs, 

Rome could afford no Tribune like to thefe .. 


of Titus Andronictii, 

A Hone is foft as waxe, Tribunes more har'd then ftones i 
A ttone is filent, and oftendeth net, 

And Tribunes with their tongues doomemen to death* 
But wherefore ftandft thou with thy weapon drawnc V 
Lucius. To refeue my two brothers from their death, 
For which attempt the lodges haue pronounft 
My euerlaftingdoomeofbanifhment. 

Titus. O happy man, they hauebefriended thee s 
Why foohfh Luctus , doft thou not perceaue 
That Romeis but a wildernesof Tigers ? 

Tigers mud prey, and Rome affords no prey 
Butme and mine: how happy an thou then. 

From thefe deuourers tobebanifhed 5 
But who comes with our brother Marcusheerti 
Enter Marcus and Lauvia. 
tjlf arcus, Titus , prepare thy noble eyes to weepe. 

Or ifnot fo, thy noble heare to breake : 

I bring confumir g forrow to thine age. 

Tuns. Will itconfumeroc? Let me feeit then, 
eJMatc. This was thy daugh ter, 

Titus . Why Marcus fo lhe is. 

Lucius. Aye me, this obiett kils me. 

Titus: Faiut-harted boy, ariffc and looke vpon her, 
Speake L amnia , w hat acc urfed hand , 

Hath made thee handleflein thy Fathers fight ? 

What foole hath added w ater to the Sea ? 

Or brought a faggot to bright burning Troy J 
Mygriefewas at the height before thou camft. 

And now like A/y/witdifdaineth bounds:, 

Giue me a fword lie chop oft my hands too, 

For they hauc fought for Rome, and all in vaine % 
Andthey hauenurftthis woe, in feeding life: 

In boorelefle pray erhaue they bene hcldvp. 

And they haue feru’d me to effc&leflc vfe. 


No 


